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situation " and forced him at last into a corner house in
Hanover Square, which led the mode in smokeless chimneys
constructed upon a wonderful new system; and a neighbour
" never saw any two people make such a toil of pleasure as
both he and she. She seems completely worn down by her
raking, but is always eager for the next labour/' There
was the Opera, and animal magnetism, and the philo-
sophical fireworks (a most genteel performance without
noise or smoke, but retaining a strikingly unpleasant smell,
and highly fashionable), and Ranelagh so conveniently
poised at Chelsea, halfway to London from the rustic delights
of Sheen, and Sir Joshua, with niece and ear-trumpet, to
dine and sleep, and a masquerade at Hammersmith at
which the Prince of Wales and his two brothers gave way
to their hereditary weakness and appeared in kilts, and
another at Vauxhall where Mr. Windham and Miss Burney,
escaped from Windsor, were in the party. It was a dis-
creetly riotous progress, indubitably correct, but cheerful.
Even rustic surroundings had no power to sober them, since
" the life at Sheen is certainly not over rural, being very
junkety, but that cannot be avoided in Surrey or Middlesex,
much less in any place inhabited by the Palmerstons or any
of their family/' Sometimes, indeed, the note was strained
almost beyond decorum. Three wild young gentlemen
came drunk one evening to Mrs. Crewe's and began to " talk
so plain that Lady Francis and Lady Palmerston fled from
their side-table to ours, and Mrs. Sheridan would have fol-
lowed them, but did not make her escape till her arms were
black and blue and her apron torn off*'; and there is a
pleasant raffishness in the arrival of Mrs. Cholinondeley at
Park Street after dinner, stout, redolent of old green-rooms,
and calling " in one of her high-spirited humours " for a
bottle of champagne. Such were the cheerful noises of the
house, which floated up the big well of the stairs to Harry's
nursery.

In the world around him Mr, Pitt was exhibiting his
public virtues a trifle primly; and one summer evening
in 1787 Mr. Gibbon laid down his pen and took a turn in